FOHNNY ARMSTRONG's Laſt Good-night. 


Battle with the-Seoteb King at-Bdinburgh——To-0-protty-Northern Pune. 
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Nate, As the Uſe of theſe Old Songs is very great in reſped that many Children who never would have 
tearn'd to Sh had not they — a Del 5 in porting over Jane Shore or Robin 23 &c. which bas 
inſenhbly ftole into them a Curiofity and Defire of 3 other the like Stories, till they have improv'd 
themſelves more in a ftort time than per haps they would have done in ſome Years at School In order 
gill to make them more wſeful, I ons + to affix an Introduction, in which Lal poi: 

and what is Riction in each Song; which will (as may be readily 1 give not only Children, 
but 3 more ripe Years, an Infight into the Reality, Intent and Defi, 
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Aut bor and Time when ſuch Song was made, which bas not hitherto been explain'd. 


— 
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Never was Country in tbe world more in- 
felted with Robbers than the Kingdom of Scot- 
land in former Days. Some fer Banditti we 
have had here in Engl and, ut compar'd 20 Hi 
their Number they are ſetu indeed; but as a I 
general Hiſtory of em would at freſent be 
foreign to my Purpoſe, T fall confine myſeifro 
the | "abi of the following Ballad, who lid 
near the River Ewſe where he Bad a ſtrong 
Body of Men under bis Command, and ali his 
Meig bbours, even the neareſt Engliſh, food in 
awe of him, and paid him Tribute, When 
f =* the 5th reign'd in Scotland, and Henry 

VIII. in England, ebe former willing to ſuf- 
preſs all Robleries, levied a ſmall Army, 
.mareh'd out ogainſt the Banditti, and pitch d 
Bis Tents near the River Ewſe. At this John 
Armſtrong. became ſenfible of his Danger, and 
<vould willingly have made his Peace, Some 
of the King's Officers finding him in this Diſ- 

tion ſaree terſwaded bim to make his 
ubmiſſ on, , that they durſt aſſure him 
he would be hindly receiv'd. Armſtreng fol- 
dove d their Counſel, and with 60 Horſemen 
narm'd, haſler'd to the King, but imprudently 
1 ot to furniſh himſelf with Paſſes, and a 
.ſafe Conduct. Theſe who had given him this 
Advice, ſenfible of bis Error, lay in Ambujb + 
for, ſurpriz'd and took him, with his 60 Men, 
and carry'd em all to the King, pretending 
ehat they had * them 4 Nor 5 | 
he accus'd of robbing only, but of hawi 0 ; | 
Form'd a Deer of #4 up all has Part the Country to the Engliſh ; and being condemm d, be, 
with 54 of his Companions, dds hang'd, the other 6 were reſery'd as Hoſtage: to deter their Fellows from 
being guilty of the lile Crime, Our Poet, Iſuppoſe, thought that the Gallows was too low a Neath for his 
Heroe, and therefore rather choſe to let him die —_— bring. Inſtead of Three, he gives him a Retinue 
of Eię brſcore Men, and lays his Scene in Edinburg, and theſe, I think, are the moſt material Points in which 
differs from Hiſtory. | | wil 


. there ever a Man in all Scotland, 
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Yes, there is a Man in Weg moreland, 
And Fohnny Armſtrong they do him call, 
He has no Lands nor Rents coming in, 


Vet he keeps Eightſcore Men within his Hall, 


From the higheſt Eſtate to the loweſt 
atcan ſhew himſelf naw before our King 
Scotland is ſo tull of Treachery ? | 
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| He has Heiſes and Harneſs ſor them al, 


and goodly Steeds that be milk- white. 


Wich their goodly Belts about their Necks, 


with Hats and Feathers all alike. 


The King be writes a loving Letter, 
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nt out what is Fa 
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and with his own Hand ſo tenderly, 
And bath ſent it unto Fohnay Armſtrong, 
to come and ipeak with him ſpeedily, 


When Jobs he look'd this Letter 
he Barr as blith asa Bird in a Tree: 
I never was before a King in my Life, 
my Father, my Graadfecher, nor none of us three 


But ſeeing we muſt go before the King, 
Lord, wwe will go moſt gallantly ; 
Tel all have every one a Velvet Laar, 
laid down with golden Laces three. 


And every cne ball have a Scarlet Cloak, 
laid down with Silver Laces five, 


With your golden Belts about your Necks, 


dit Hats and Feathers all alike. 


ut when Fohnny went from Giltnoch- Hall, 

the Wind it blew hard, and full faſt it did rain, 
ow fare thee well, thou Giltnock Hall, 

Tfear I fall never ſee thee again. 


o Fohnny he is to Edinborongh gone, 

wi'h his eightſcore Men ſo gallantly, 

nd every one of them on a milk-white Steed. 
with-their Bucklers and Swords hanging to their 


| (Knees, 
ut when Fohn came the King before, 
with his eightſcore Men ſo gallant to ſee ; 
ke King he mov'd his Bonnet to him, 
he thought he had been a King as well as he. 


Pardon, pardon, my Sovereign Liepe 

Pardon for my ei Dee Mes and 7 
my Name it is Johnny Armſtrong, 

and a Subjes of yours, my Liege, laid he. 


y with thee, thou falſe Traytor, 
no Pardon will I grant to thee, 
t to Morrow Morning, by Eight of the Clock, 
I will hang up thy eightſcore Men and thee, 


Then Fobany look'd over his Leſt Shoulder, 
and te his merry Men thus ſaid he, 

1 have azhed Grace of a graceleſs Face, 
no Pardon there is for you and me. 


$ord, 
Foot as he did, 
Fobn had taken his Head from his fair Body. 


Come follow me, my merry Men all, 


we will ſcorn one Foot for to 


Then Jobs pull'd out his good broad 
that was made of the Mettle ſo free 
Had not the King moved his 


It tall never be ſaid we were 225 4 like 
we will fight it out mot manfully. 


Then they ht on like Champions bold, 
for their Hearts were ſturdy, ſtout and free, 
Till they had kill'd all the King's good Guard, 
there were none left alive but one, two or three, 


But then roſe up all Edinborowugh, 
they roſe up by Thouſands three, 


Degs, 


A 1 came Jobn behind, 


and run him through the fair Body. 
Said Fobn, Fight on my merry Un all, 
1 Z a Notte wanaded * not Hain, 
I will lay me down and bleed a while, 
then P11 riſe and fight with you again. 


Then they ſought on like mad Men all, 
*rill many a Man lay dead on the Plain, 

For they were reſolved before they would yield, 
that every Man would there be lain; 


So there they fought couragiouſly, 
till moſt of them lay dead there and lain, 
But little Muſgrave, that was his Fcot Page, 
with his bonny Griſſel got away unta'n. 


But when he came to Gi/tnock- Hall, 
the Lady ſpy'd him preſently, 

What News, what News, thou little Foot. Page, 
what News from thy Maſter, and bis Company ? 


My News is bad, Lady, he ſaid, 
Kh 5 ring, 2 may ſe 
er n ſain, 
e Company 


Yet thou art welcome home, my Jenny Griſel 
full oft 8 been fed with Corn and Hay, 

But now thou alt be fed with Bread and Wine, 
and thy Sides ſhall be ſpurr'd no more, I ſay, 


O then beſpake his little Son, 
as he fat on his Nurſe's Knee, 
Fever I live to be a Man 


my Father”s Death reveng'd Ball be, 
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eum: Printed by William Dicey in Bow Church-Tard, 


